AN OLD STORY                         73
evening and filling himself with the peace which
it shed was an ascetic.    He was not advanced in
years.   He  might  have  been somewhere about
forty years old.    His face was radiant; and was
smeared  with the ashes of  renunciation.     The
radiance and the ashes made the face very like
the fire covered over with the ashes in the little
fire-container which was placed at some distance.
He had on the usual ochre-coloured cloth.     The
wind and the sun at the close of the day were not
more grave or  dignified  than  this middle-aged
ascetic looking out  on the evening.    These two
had their play earlier in the day, and were grave
only now.    This man had had no play whatever.
Born in a learned and orthodox family he had
been picked up  by the previous head pf the her-
mitage even as a boy and brought away.      From
then he had grown  up in a serious atmosphere.
His impulses had been of the best and his teacher
had trained him to be his successor, initiating
him into the practices of self-control and realisa-
tion which had been handed down in the institu-
tion for generations.    On his teacher's demise,
this man had become the head of the institution.
That teacher had been a very great man.    His
disciple held him in such reverence, that his one
idea was to be worthy of the teacher and bring